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0 Lord. Are you that fathomless secret
Earth-bound that flows as life in sex'd halves?
In symbol'd flower telling the free falls
In beads of this existence so hard-set,
Unfolding history in a duet
Of being bisociative in vaults
Close to the cosmic and chaotic saults
Involved in the cyclic rhythms inset,
Of nature more animal and more awake
More free, more deeper, more mobile more tense
To catch the causal logic in one take
To be the causal in organic sense;
Make me then felt as Moirai or Norns make
Me Parcae or Monkey in tangible tense
Primevally a seer for a seeress' sake
To oracle and be oraclist at once.
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Make me Thy bowl and a recipient Thy vessel and pre-server of Thy flow. Make me agitated by a moon's throw In a crescentade eternally bent In a chronically sprained gradient With a bosom of Light on every here Informed with a formula to and fro Between Cyclic time and blood circulant In pre-ordained roles of woman and man As the holiest and violent besides In fundamental war of treatied plan, Silent, bitter, pitiless-asides, As yearning for the world, the dust and tan Of the several Childbeds and cradle tides.cancels a shout.lest by liberation free as froth Floatation'd sore-ore and its unnotchedness?O! Philology! Aaroor is more numen! A placement profound within a felt charm Of joy of proximity leaping again Upward as a might grazing on a calm,    . Plummetting into the hill-let in my ken.ds. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
